^•The Tragedy 

Cood Angels guard dice from the Boares- annoy 
Line and beget a, happy race of Kings; V 

£dwArels vnhippy fonne|^ do^bid^thee, fiourilL* 

the GheH^tf ^ueene ■Anne.^hts wife^ 

B./<:^4r<i,Thy wife, that wretched thy wife. 

That neuer flepta.quieihourc with rh<^Ci 
Now fils thy fieepe wt; 4 perairb^ 

T o morrow in the battcll thinlce on me, ’ 

Andfall thy cdgelefle fvvprd,dirpaire and die.‘ x , 
To R/Vw.Thou quiet fouIe,fleepe thou a quiet (Iccpc ' 
Dreamc of lucccflc.and happy viaory, ^ 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

• Enter theghtJiefBuckingh 
The firft was I that hcipt thee to the Crowne, . V 
The laft was i'thatfelt thy tyranny, 

0 in the battell thinkc on Buckingham ^ 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefle: 

Dreame on,dreameon,of; bloody deed death,’ 

Fainting difpaire, dilpairingyeild thy breath* 

To ^eh. I dyed for hope ere I could. lend thee aid. 
But cheatc.thy henft, ana be not thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on BichmondsEAz^ 

And Richard falsrn height, of ■4II his pride, 

"^^B-iehar'd ^arted,0Ht ef his. dreamt, 

• K. Bjeh, Giue me another horle,bind vp my wounds: 

' Haue mercy lefu ; fofti did but dreame. 

, 0 coward confdcnce, hovy doft thou affliff me? 

The lights burneblcw,itisnot dead midnight : 

Cold fcarcfull drops ftand on my trembling fielh. 

What do I feare my felfe? tberes none die by, ’ 
l^ichardl0\xtz'R.(chard, thatisjiami, 
Isthereamurthererhero, No. yes,Iam, 

1 hen flic, what frommylelfe? great tea ion why. 

Lea ft I rcuenge,. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe; 

Alacke I loue my felfe, wherefore ? for any good 
, Th^t my felfe hath done ynto my felfe ; 






^ . ^>1as 1 rather hate my felfe, 

* full deeds committed by my felfe : 

For . i lyg i am not, 

I y j, p^ife fpedke wdt'foOle doe not flatter^ 

Iw conSence hafh a thoufand feuendl tongues,: ' 

^Kety tongue brings m a feueralltde. ^ 

f-'ucrVtale condernnes me for a vrllaine * 

Periury jttihc higheft degree, ^ 

Murder fterne murder ^ m.the dyreft degrbe, . 

S?fLrall finnes , all vfde in each degree, ^ , 

Thron‘d alltolhft Beare, cryrng all,pulty,gmlty^ 

I (hairdifpaite there is no creatmre loues me, 

Andtf I dff , no fodbfhallpmie me - 

Mdwhcrefofentouldthey ^ ■ 

Find in mv felfe, no pitty to my felfe* . 

lu thoSt the foale, ofi.ll .ltK 1 haoc mnrdted 

Came toWTent,andeuery one did threat 

To morrovvcs-vengeance on the head of Richard, , ^ 

Enter - . 7 • 

Rrft. My Lord*, . _ , “ . , , - ; 

Zounds, who IS there ? 

R 4 rT My Lord tis I : the early village Cocks, 

Haue thrice done falutatiort to the morne. • 

Your friends are vp , and buckle 

Kinc. .0 T^afisUfe , .1 haue dteam d a fe arcfull dreamc, 

What think’ftehou, will oiir triendsproue ali true ? 

R«f. No doubt my ; Lord* - ; .awi: • 

Ki»£. O iTeate-^,' TTcar^^ . 

K4f7 .Nay good my Lord be not aftraid or iRaaovyes, 
King. By the Apoftie Baal , feadowesTo.mght \ , 
Haue ftreoke more tefrour to *e loule df KtdarJ, 

Then can the fubftance often thbuiand Souluiers 

Armed in proofe , and led by fnaUow-R/cWOToW.j 

Tis not yet neere day come goe with me, 

VndcroarTems, Ileplay the ewefe-dropper, 

To heare if any meane to fiirinke firoai me, ' a t .» 


Enterths Lords to^ichmosd* 

Lords, Good moBOW; 


-r 


,/c«* 
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